SCANDINAVIAN   AMERICANS

matter, you poor fellow, don't you know one? " I took
a chance and tried one that Carl Sandburg had told me
in New York.

"What is dumber," I asked him, "than a dumb
Swede? "

" Nothing! " they all howled.

" Oh, yes," I quoted Carl, " a smart Norwegian! "

" Yow! " he roared, and came over and hugged me
like a bear, and the others were laughing too, more than
the joke warranted, and he shouted to me, with joy,
explaining, " My wife is a smart Norwegian! I will go
home and tell her! "

About half-past one I was so sleepy I had to go home,
and they made me stand up and drank to me and sang,
"Skoal! Skoal! Skoal," and I had a queer choky feel-
ing around my heart and a deep wish that all I might
write about them would be fair and true.

About two hours after I had gone to sleep Walfrid
Peterson came to my hotel room and routed me out of
bed. It wasn't yet five o'clock in the morning. All they
were going to do to me that day was to fly me up to
Cloquet and Duluth, then to see some logging up
around International Falls, and over the Dakotas. Wal-
frid was clear-eyed, bright, gay, in his slow, solemn,
Swedish way, " the twenty-ninth drink had gone round,
tra, la, la," and I, the supposedly fast-moving, peppy,
speed-loving native American, lost my sleepy temper
and said, " For cryin' out loud, have you been in bed at
all?"

He said placidly, " Oh, yes, we all went home a little